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T he Dance
Lance Windyboy Whitecloud
i
M y dance is the one called the Southern Straight 
And when I dance I know each step is sure.
The thrill of the hunt I will recreate 
I wear beads, a roach and an otter's fur.
M y song is gentle, of harmony and grace 
When I dance my silver bells will rattle.
The beat of the drum determines my pace 
If I step out of beat, bells will tattle.
As I dance looking for a quarry's trail 
My movements reflect the grandfather's way.
I know my family will never fail 
My spirit soars high on a windy day.
I hold my head up and full of glory 
This is my Southern Straight category.
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